what the readers of poetry are, and adapt your compositions to the depth of their understandings, and the current of their sympathies, you would attain the highest degree of poetical fame. Your "Hellas" I have not yet seen. My very kindest remembrances to Mary and Clare.
Yours ever most faithfully,
T. L. PEACOCK. Our little star is cloudless.
[95]ch he has not paid;" and a great deal more to the same effect. Of course I should not have left the books with Maddocks if I could have supposed him capable of such complicated vil-lany and lying. As it is, I really know not what to do in the matter. Fortunately, I have a good quantity of the best of them in my own keeping, and will send them to you without more delay.
